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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


Importing some stories over on here :) 


Their apartment bustled with noise; layers of voices paired with laughter over loud music. Cans of soda and 
bottles of beer littered the surface of their only table. Smoke drifted in the air, the smell of nicotine 
prominent. Izzy sat at their crowded table; he'd made a half assed effort to clear it off but bored of that; if 
the others didn't pick up after themselves, he damn sure wasn't going to. He sat quietly, watching his 
bandmates as he waited for his turn in the shower. He lit another cigarette, watching as Duff sweetly walked 
his current girlfriend out of the apartment. He smiled; able to tell somebody had gotten lucky last night. He 
noticed how happy he looked as he walked back in, giving him a sunny smile. He couldn't remember her name, 
Mandy maybe. He hoped they lasted, Duff was kind, he deserved to be happy. Izzy watched as Slash drank 
another cup of black coffee, desperately trying to sober up more before they left. He had seen him throw the 
girl an ugly look as she'd walked by, but that wasn't his business. Whatever that was could stay between him 
and Duff. He felt a small pang of jealousy; he wished he could openly show affection to Axl the way Duff, and 


even Steven when he had a lady, were able to. It wasn't fair, but what did society care what a strung-out 


rocker thought? 


He finished his cigarette, chuckling to himself. Speaking of Axl, his favorite red head was giving him a lesson on 
just how good at pouting he was. He'd broken up an argument between him and Stevenearlier on who was using 
the shower first, naturally Axl had wanted to. Steven had gone straight to insults, calling him a diva that would 
use all the hot water. Which, to be fair to Steven was true. Axl had sneered and retorted Steven should be 
more concerned with his chest hair than with how much water he used. Which was also true. He'd stepped in 
then before it turned into anything more serious, had almost laughed when Axl's triumphant glance towards 
him had turned to betrayal when he'd agreed Steven should go first to save time. If he had it his way they 
would shower together, but everybody was over today so that was out of the question. That had been almost 
an hour ago, Axl had just walked into the kitchen, copper hair clinging to his shoulders and a towel around his 
waist. Slash leaned against the counter, handing him mug, unfazed by the towel. The rest of the band were 
used to it by now, Axl liked to strut around practically naked, it was just something they all had to live with. 
Not that Izzy minded. He ignored him, dumping enough creamer and sugar into his cup that it was more of a 
milkshake than a coffee. Izzy raised up from the table, the last one to get to shower. He didn't miss the sullen 
look Axl gave him, still pouting. He'd smiled and shook his head at him, what could he say? He loved the brat. 


He walked into the steamed bathroom, wiping away the fogged mirror. He looked for his toothbrush, inwardly 
praying nobody else had used it. He was still looking when he seen the door open in the mirror as Axl slipped in 
and locked the door behind him. He wrapped his arms around his waist, resting his hands just above the crotch 
of his pants, laying his cheek against his curved back as he still searched. 


"Over your hissy fit already?" lzzy asked amusedly. 
"Yeah." 


He snorted; Axl didn't even try to deny it anymore. He quit looking for the toothbrush, turnedand wrapped his 


arms around him, kissing the top of his wet head. 
"The rest of the guys are outside, we have a few minutes." 


Axl, still wearing his towel, dropped to his knees and started to work the button on the dark pants he'd worn 
since yesterday. He felt the butto open, the zipper being pulled down; Axl worked fast. He leaned in closer, 
preparing to pull him out of his pants. Izzy would have loved nothing more than a blow job to start the day, 
would have loved to suck hickies on the inside of Axl's thighs. But time was against him right nowhe 
reluctantly turned away from him, pulled his shirt over his head. 


"Don't have time, we have to meet Alan in an hour. He was serious about dropping us if we didn't show up on 


time again" 


God knew they needed this; they had been turned away by so many managers. This seemed like a last-ditch 
effort, but he had a feeling they may get lucky this time. Alan had seemed like he thought they were worth 


the effort, this meeting today at a local diner was to see if he would actually take them on permanently. Axl 


huffed and rose to his feet, haughty attitude back. 
"Fine. Whatever. Just make me wait for something else." 


He stood and whirled out of the room, the door shutting firmly behind. Izzy continued undressing, slightly 
annoyed now. He was just trying to make sure they got there and got this deal. Axl had to realize that. He 
knew Axl was spoiled, and he was mostly to blame for that, he just wanted to make him happy. He hardly ever 
heard the word no from him, something he supposed he would have to remedy. He stood in the shower; 
surprised to find Axl had actually left him some hot water. He heard a blow dryer turn on in another room, 
assuming Axl was finishing getting dressed. He did the same, using one they kept under bathroom sink after a 
quick rinse. He finished getting ready, walked out to find the rest of the band waiting around the kitchen. Good, 
they would actually make it. 


They all walked out, piling into a car borrowed by a friend. Duff slid into the driver seat, Slash beside of him. 
Steven had pushed Axl aside, diving in to get a window seat. Izzy slid in after him, already knowing Axl would 
refuse to sit in the middle. It was cramped to say the least. He shifted, trying to makeroom for his long legs. 
Steven at least scooted as close to the window to give him some room. Axl didn't, but let him wrap his arm 
around his shoulder. It was a pleasant enough drive, no one made conversation over Led Zeppelin rumbling 
through the speakers, enough to rattle the car. Axl stared out the window, he rubbed circles on his shoulder 
with his thumb, getting a small smile in return. They made it to the diner; Duff had barely parked the car 
before they all started barreling out. Izzy hung back, walking in with Axl as the others walked ahead. He gave 
his hand a quick squeeze, out of sight of the rest of the group. 


They all entered, some nervous and some grateful to get this over with, anticipating disappointment again. They 
found their booth, occupied by Alan. He was a tall, burly man with a tolerate no bullshit attitude. Duff slid in 
the booth to sit beside of him. Izzy slid in behind Duff. Steven, Slash and Axl on the other side. He would have 
preferred Axl to sit beside him, he watched as he over the table and clasped his hand together. Izzy knew full 
well Axl was only pretending to pay attention as Alan was already rattling off a list of what he expected of 
them, they hadn't even gotten a hello before he had begun. Izzy was paying attention, as was Slash. He knew 
the others were trying, sans Axl. 


Izzy was leaned over Duff, listening when he felt the tip of a shoe brush against his ankle. He ignored it, 
assuming he'd been bumped by accident. He felt it again, this time more deliberately. He could feel the 
shoebrush around his ankle, pushing his pant leg up to rub against bare skin. He looked over at Axl, who had 
eyes Trained on Alan, his expression giving nothing away. He watched Slash, who seemed to truly be engrossed 
in Alan's demands. The shoe nudged him harder, trailing suggestively around his calf now. Izzy glanced down 
under the table, seeing the tip of Axl's cowboy boot rub up his shin He trailed it up higher, rubbing his inner 
thigh now. Izzy was shocked, neither one of them had ever done this in public; for sure not in front of the one 
man who could get this band off the ground. His boot rubbed the inseam of his pants, to his horror he could 
feel himself growing hard. He shifted to the side to no avail, he was still in perfect reach. His boot rubbed 
along his balls; he could feel the heat rise to his face. Axl still gave nothing away, sitting beside of Slash 


pretending to be good and that he was listening. He cut his eyes to Izzy, giving him a mischievous look. Izzy 
realized what he was doing, this was payback for earlier; all because a diva didn't get his way. 


He quietly ducked his hand beneath the table, gripping Axl's foot that he now had planted firmly on the bulge in 
his pants. He was completed aroused, not only by the friction but the fact they were doing this in public; an 
exhibition streak he had not been aware he possessed. He kept Axl's foot gripped onto his crotch, covered what 
may have been a slight moan with a cough as he rocked his foot in place. He rocked up and down, grinding the 
sole of his boot in gently. Izzy was getting hard, enjoying it. He thought of Duff beside him, completely obvious 
to what was happening. He almost laughed at what Slash would think of his best friend giving a foot job under 
the nose of a business man. He slid closer to the table; bringing his boot closer. Axl was smiling to himself, 
completely pleased with himself. Common sense came crashing down like a weight, he was about to cum in his 
pants in front of his bandmates, and what could their manager. He was as bad as Axl, letting him do this while 
theirfriends were none the wiser. He coughed again, faking this time as he shoved Axl's foot down. He excused 
himself, making his way to the restroom. He walked as quickly as he could without looking suspicious, hoping no 
one in the diner noticed the bulge in his pants. He walked into the cool restroom; a stroke of luck he was alone. 
He leaned against the sink, drawing a deep breath in. What was he playing at? Doing that in public where they 
could get caught, he knew better. 


He was starting to get a little angry again, the fact he was horny and unsatisfied not helping. He heard the 
door restroom door open, turning to see Axl slide in with a proud grin on his face. He leaned his small frame 
against the door, smugly flicking the lock into place. Izzy had been too distracted to notice it. He was dressed in 
his tight leather pants and pink t-shirt, and those damn boots. He strode over to him, leaning over him as he 
stayed propped against the door. 

"The hell are you doing Axl?" 

He kept his voice low, but pissed. Axl shrugged, fixing him with that look again. 

"Just havin’ some fun" 

Izzy laughed with no humor in his voice. 

"Really? Nothing to do with not getting your way earlier?" 

He knew this is exactly that what this was about, in Axl's mind he had just won some game Izzy wasn't aware 
they were playing. Like he was the one who called the shots. He watched him shrug again, as if he didn't have 
a care in the world. He would learn, Izzy thought to himself, he would learn who was the boss here. He leaned 
in closer, pressing his hand flat to Axl's taught stomach. He shifted, sliding his legs farther apart; hoping Izzy 


would drag his hand on down. 


"That turn you on? Fucking with me like that?" 


Axl nodded his head, looking like a cat who'd found the cream. He'd be quick Izzy thought, no one would pay 
attention. He didn't say anything, but drug his hand down to gently squeeze between his legs the way he knew 
he liked. He wrapped one large hand around his hip, pushed Axl down onto his knees; clear what his intent was. 
He undid his belt, zipped himself down. He was still erect from the attempted foot job, but he had something 
better in mind now. He held himself in his hand, resting the head along his lips. He held himself still, sighing 
softly as Axl teased his tongue along the head. He kept his hands on his thighs, using his tongue only. Warmth 
spread through him as Axl let his tongue roam, breath hitching as he dipped it into the slit again. He stayed 
there, collecting drips of precum. He moved back a little, letting Izzy see it coating the tip of his tongue. He 


knew Axl was aroused by this, could see growing hard. 
"Don't be a tease" Izzy practically purred at him "you're the one who didn't want to wait" 


With that Izzy shoved himself into his mouth, eyes watering as he thrust into the wet warmth. He balled Axl's 
hair in a fist, holding him in place. He was being rougher than usual, urged on by Axl's quiet moans. He vaguely 
wondered what the others thought they were doing, not caring in the heat of the moment. Axl hollowed his 
cheeks, taking him as deep as he could, sucking around him as Izzy continued thrusting. He used the hair 
wrapped around his fist to bob his head along his shaft, Axl was being compliant now; letting him use his 
mouth to fuck himself with. He felt the heat building in his lower abdomen, felt his balls tighten. He pulled his 
hair harshly as he came, holding him in place’ panting out as quietly as he could; Axl kept him in his mouth, 
letting the cum trickle down his throat until Izzy released his hair. Izzy pulled away and tucked himself back 
into his pants. He wiped his hair back with a hand, sweat beading on his forehead. Axl was on his feet, pulling 
him down in a rough kiss, teeth clicking together. Izzy kissed back harder, biting down on his bottom lip. Axl let 
him take over, submissively allowing him to explore his mouth with his tongue. He could taste his own seed 
against the plush lining of his mouth and pressed against him, Izzy could feel his erection pressing into his 
thigh; help back by tight leather. He spun him around, kissing into the crook of his neck. He rolled both thumbs 
over his hardened nipples, relishing the sound he made. He let one hand travel slowly down, still Teasing one 
ripple as he unlaced his pants. He flicked his tongue into his ear, sucked the ear lobe. Axl pressed back into him, 
grinding his ass back into his groin Izzy let his hand travel into his pants, teasing. Axl was breathing quickly, 
arching his back prettily into him. He pulled his pants down to his hips, stroking his freed erection He threw his 
head back onto his shoulder, squirming as Izzy stroked him; massaged the head with the tip of his thumb. 
Twisting gently, even cupping his balls before stroking downward again. Izzy smiled down at the image of Axl 
leaning back on his shoulder; rocking his hips with his thrusts. He knew Axl was close; could tell by his quick 
breathing. He knew if they were home he'd be moaning, whispering filth mixed in with his name. 


He almost regretted what he was about to do. 


He stroked him one more time before pulling away. Axl turned his lust glazed eyes up toward his in confusion, 


not understanding. 
"Don't stop." 


Izzy kissed his cheek, shook his head no. He gripped Axl's pants, pulling them back over his skinny hips. Axl still 


leaned back into him, not understanding what was going on. Izzy leaned back down to his ear, nuzzling his neck. 


"What are you doing?" 

"Teaching you some patience." 

He whispered it into his ear, kissing his cheek again. 

Axl huffed, not moving; he still had his back pressed against his chest. 
"The fuck does that mean? Let me get off" 

"No. 

"No?" 

"That's right, you're not the one in control here baby. | am" 


Was it mean? A little. Did it serve him right for playing footsie and being a hellion in general? Absolutely. Izzy 
turned away from him, walking to the sinks to wash his hands. He heard Axl follow behind him. 


"What does that mean? Like, | was right there, give me two seconds and I'll be done." 

He chuckled; he knew he wouldn't let it go without a fight. He dried his hands and turned back around to him. 
"No, and it means what | said it means. Go back out, behave and | might change my mind later." 

"You might change your mind?" 


"Yep. Go back out, tell the guys | ate some funky food and I'll there in a few minutes. And listen, | know you 
don't like him but Alan, he's our ticket to a record deal. Be good, 


and listen to what he says." 
"Why don't you go out first?" 
Izzy laughed, seeing through that bait. 


"Because you're not jerking yourself off the second, | leave. | told you, be good and | might change my mind 


later." 


Axl stood looking at him in disbelief, cheeks still lightly flushed. He could tell he was weighing his options in his 
head, still shocked at not getting his way. 


"| can't go out there like this!" 
"You look fine to me 

Better than fine, absolutely delectable; especially with that flush on his face. 
"Izzy, please. 


Izzy rolled his eyes, ignoring the expression Axl was giving him. Any other day that would get him anything he 
wanted, but not today. 


"That won't work today. Go do what | said” 
Axl crossed his arms, his face settling into a defiant glare. 
"And if | don't?" 


Izzy hadn't missed that Axl had not touched himself yet, either subconsciously or consciously; he was into it. 
He knew their luck would run out soon, someone was bound to 
walk in. He walked back to him, leaned in close to his ear and whispered, smiling as he did. Axl leaned back, 


mouth open; aghast. 
"You fucking wouldn't.” 


He laughed, gave him a small nudge towards the door and playfully swatted his ass as he slid out, loving the 
uncertain look Axl had thrown him over his shoulder. He waited a few more minutes to make his story more 
convincing then followed out. He returned to their table, catching the tail end of Alan's long-winded speech of 
expectations. Axl was sitting beside Slash again, quietly watching Alan as if he was hanging off every word. Izzy 
snorted, well he had told him to be good and listen. Alan finished his speech, the group sighing in relief as they 
all realized they had a manager. Alan was extending his hand out to each of them and offering to order drinks, 
to which everybody readily agreed. Izzy studied Axl as they waited for the drinks, that flush still over his 
face. He was talking to Slash, pointedly not looking his way. Izzy couldn't resist, he ran the bottom of his boot 
along the top of Axl's foot, then on up to his thigh. He cut his eyes at Izzy, not stopping his conversation with 
Slash. Izzy raised his foot higher, brushing his blue balls. The look he received was a mixture of anger and 


pleading. Izzy slid his foot back down to the floor, smirked. Oh yeah, he'd have a ball with him later tonight. 


He should have done this sooner Izzy thought smugly to himself. Axl had been on his best behavior since 
leaving the diner, They'd all been excited, yelling and whooping as they piled back into the car. Axl hadn't even 
argued with Steven over a window seat this time, had given Izzy leg room. Their excitement tingled in the air, 
and they were all restless now the nerves had worn away. They didn't know what the future held, but they did 
know they now had a manager; and that was more than what they had last week. They had taken care of 
business, not it was time for fun. Axl was especially restless, Izzy thought with a smile. Axl pressed as close 
to him as he could in the car, Izzy sneakily given his upper thigh a squeeze as a reminder. He had that same 
look in his eyes as he had in the booth, now though it held more pleading than anger. Be good he had mouthed 
at him. 


Izzy barely paid attention to where Duff was taking them, he and Slash excitedly talking; Steven had thrown in 
about a party he'd heard about. Izzy had wrapped his arm around Axl's shoulders again, feeling content. It 
didn't take long for them to find the apartment Steven had mentioned, trash and beer cans littered the front 
of the building; the front door open to reveal a large party already underway. Duff parked the car haphazardly 
on the street. Izzy wasn't particularly interested in a party right now; he'd be more content smoking a joint in 
the comfort of their own apartment, but he wasn't the driver right now and nobody else was complaining. The 
others all jumped out of the car, almost childlike in their excitement of participating in the debauchery. Izzy 
was alone with Axl now, who hadn't moved either and gave his hand a loving squeeze. 


"We did it, we're on our way." 
"| almost can't believe it" 


He'd answered him quietly, both their thoughts now on the dreams they'd had since Indiana; finally coming true. 


They sat in a comfortable silence for a moment. 

"Izz, | don't wanna go to this party." 

"And what do you want to do?" He'd chuckled, already knowing the answer. 

"I want you to fuck me already! | won't screw around like that again, promise." 


He said the last part so saccharine, his tone insinuating he'd forgiven Izzy for the scene that he had created 


himself. Typical. 
"We need to keep up appearances, and besides, | don't know if I've changed my mind yet" 


With that he reached over and opened the door, nudging him out of it. He wasn't letting him off the hook that 
easy. He heard him huff in anger but followed him up the sidewalk. They'd mingle, stay maybe an hour or two 
and then he was bailing. He'd already lost track of his other band mates, no doubt having fun in a backroom. 
Izzy made his way to a cooler filled with beers, helping himself to one. He recognized a few faces, but still 


preferred to hang undisturbed in the background. He'd laughed aloud after a couple of drinks, seeing a stripper 


grind against Axl, her ass firmly planted against his groin Poor guy just couldn't help himself. Izzy had been 
watching him, curious how he would act. He hadn't shoved his tongue down the nearest girl's throat, hadn't 
thrown a hissy fit when a drunken guy spilled beer on his shirt. He was being good for him, and that turned 
Izzy on more than watching a girl grind against him. He waited until the girl moved onto a next dance partner 
before sliding over to him, asking him if he was ready to leave, a more than grateful yes his answer. They'd 
taken the car; he knew the others were too drunk to drive and would probably shack up with a girl anyway, 
except maybe for Duff. He'd driven quickly, excited himself now to get them home. He'd cranked the radio up 
all the way, played with Axl's thigh as he drove. It didn't take him long. 


The second they walked through the door Axl wrapped himself around him, pulling Izzy down to his height in a 
messy kiss. They backed their way into Axl's room, still entwined together. Axl was letting him do whatever he 
wanted now, and he was taking full advantage. He sat on the edge of Axl's bed, unlacing his leather pants for 
the second time that day. This time he waited, letting Axl kick his boots off and shimmy out of them. He stood 
before now wearing only skimpy boyshorts that left nothing to the imagination. Izzy eyed him for a moment, 
taking in his skinny, pale body that was decorated with freckles. He knew Axl was self-conscious about how pale 
he was, but he'd always loved it; a perfect canvas for the marks he left on him. As Axl had shed his clothes 
Izzy had as well, throwing his own in a heap on the floor. He spread his legs and motioned for Axl to straddle 
his lap. He did, obediently wrapping his thighs around Izzy's side and wrapped his arms around his neck. Izzy 
shifted, pressed his cock that was growing hard in his boxers against his ass. 


He captured his mouth again, swiping his tongue along the inside before sucking around his tongue; pulling out 
to nibble his bottom lip before doing it over. Axl was moaning into his mouth, letting him take the lead. He 
loved those small moans, couldn't wait to make them louder. He moved down to his neck; Axl tilted his head 
back giving him full access. He sucked a hard kiss right under his jawline, possessively raked his teeth down, 
sucking into the crook oh his neck. He moved both hands downward and gripped him hard, kneaded his ass. He 


could feel his clothed erection pressing into his stomach as Axl rocked forward, desperate for some friction 
"Izzy please, | did what you wanted, now do something to me.” 


He said it so pitifully Izzy almost took him right there, but he wasn't done playing yet. He pressed a hand to 
the front of his shorts, played with his cock through the fabric, feeling it grow wet as he coaxed precum with 
his skilled fingers. Axl was twisting, grinding down in his lap until he held him still with a hand wrapped around 
his leg. He drug the fabric down, just enough to let his cock spring free. 


"Hmmm, | don't know. | said be a good boy, were you?" 


He wrapped a hand around him, absently stroked his thumb along the head, watching the flush grow on Axl's 
face. He lazily moved his hand around the shaft, barely squeezing, not giving the tightness he wanted. He 
surprised himself on how far he was going to take this, any other time Axl would have flung himself off his 
lap, cursing so much a sailor would blush as he made an exit fit for the drama queen he was. But here he 
was, like putty in his hands; he would have to bring this trick out more often. Axl was moaning louder as he 
wrapped his hand around him harder, biting his lip as he threw his head back and nodded yes. Izzy still held 


him in place, making sure he fully felt his strokes. 


"After you told me to be yeah." 
"Do you like being my good boy?" 


Izzy didn't think he had ever talked this much during sex, Axl was always the vocal one; he just could not 
resist. Axl fixed him with a look that was part uncertainty, embarrassment, and resentment. He only nodded, 
not giving a verbal answer. Izzy removed his hand, ignored Axl's whine as he fished around in Axl's nightstand 
for the bottle of lube he kept hidden. He pulled his shorts off him completely, leaving him naked as he still 
straddled his lap. He handed him the bottle, leaned back on his forearms. 


"Get yourself ready, | want to watch." 


He watched as Axl squirted a generous amount over his index and middle finger, didn't miss the angry gleam in 
his eye; Izzy usually done this, he'd never made him do it himself before. He watched as he balanced himself, 
spreading his legs wider, attempting to get comfortable. 


"And you don't cum until | say you can" 


He watched as Axl ducked his head, not even arguing. Axl avoided his eyes as he worked one finger into himself. 
Izzy stroked his own erection, loving how erotic this was; Axl barely balanced on his lap, one arm wrapped 
behind him as opened himself up for him. He could tell Axl was getting irritated, not able to get in as deep at 
the angle he was sitting. He watched as he added his middle finger, spreading his legs even wider. He could hear 
the lube squelching as he worked his fingers in and out of himself, wished he could see it. Axl huffed and re- 


balanced himself on his lap. 
"Fuck it Izzy | can't get it, do it please!" 


He could hear him getting desperate, could see how irritated his cock was, red and weeping at the tip. He was 
still playing his game, but he wouldn't push him much farther. He'd already knew he'd won, his normally 


dormant dominant side on full display now. He raised up again, lazily flicked a tongue over his nipple piercing. 
‘| want you face down, ass up. And you still don't cum until | say so.” 


Axl scrambled off of his lap, grateful the real action was about to start. He got into the position Izzy wanted, 
sighing happily when he felt his lean body over his; shuddering when his tongue trailed up his spine and back 
down again. Izzy sucked into the dip on his lower back, knowing how sensitive that spot was. Axl arched his 
back, pressing himself further down into the mattress. Izzy moved back, admiring the view. He moved his legs 
as far apart as he comfortably could, until nothing was hidden from him. He lubed up two of his fingers, 
worked them inside without a warning. Axl had yelped, muffled against his sheets as Izzy worked his fingers in, 
thrusting into his tight muscle. He scissored his fingers, crooking them inside as Axl moaned and twisted 
beneath him as that sweet spot was teasingly brushed against. The only sounds now were his moans and the 


squelching of the lube; Izzy added a third finger, feeling him clench around the tightness. This had always 


amazed him; how much Axl could take. He dipped his fingers in and out, watching them disappear into him. Axl's 
legs were shaking, the inside of his thighs quivering; Izzy felt a small burst of pride, he was still being good, 
desperately trying not to cum from this after a few hours of teasing now. He stopped thrusting his fingers, 
but left them inside of him. 

"Whose good boy are you?" 

Axl was covered in a sheen of sweat, he lifted his face from the mattress and looked over his shoulder at 
him, his eyes completely glazed over with lust. He lowered himself again, remaining in position, still embarrassed 
and turned on by Izzy's dirty talk. 

"Yours." 

He thrusted his fingers again, pleased with the answer. 

"That's right, mine. And who calls the shots here?" 

"You do." 


Izzy squirted more lube in his hand, slicked himself up with it before lining himself up with Axl's entrance. He 
pressed his tip to him, holding still. 


"Tell me what you want." 


Axl was practically sobbing at this point; he could hear the hitches in his breath. He didn't raise up this time, 


his answer somewhat muffled. 


"Please fuck me, | want you To fuck me hard. | want to feel it tomorrow, just do something | can't wait 


anymore." 


Izzy slid in him with one fluid motion, moaning himself as the tight warmth enveloped him. He moved slowly, 
until he was completed buried in him. He felt him stretch around his thickness. He did not move, staying seated 
in him. He gently ran a hand through his sweaty hair, pulling it away from his face. He kissed the back of his 
neck, still not moving. Axl turned his head toward him, he softly kissed his cheek before whispering to him. 


"That's right | do, cum for me." 
He raised back up, pressed the flat of his hand onto the small of Axl's back until his torso was complete 
flattened into the mattress, his legs still spread around him with his ass raised. He firmly wrapped a hand 


around his cock, slicking himself with the cum that surrounded the head. 


"But, when you do, you're only allowed to say my name. Like | said earlier, learn who's in control here." 


With that he began thrusting into him, hard. He pulled out before slamming back in, Axl was rocking backwards, 
meeting each one. He kept with the hand job, tugging and twisting in time. He kept his brutal pace, the sounds 
of skin hitting skin now loud in the room. He could feel himself getting hot, could feel the tingle in the bottom 
of his spine that signaled an orgasm. He thrust into him again, this time staying inside and rolling his hips 
expertly. Axl was still moaning filthily, saying his name over and over as he'd told him to. He watched as Axl's 
legs shook, his toes curling as he fisted the sheets. He rolled once more, knowing he'd found his prostate as Axl 
had jumped forward. He stayed there, rolling and moving forward in a fluid motion, hitting it with every move. 


He felt his lower stomach tighten, sweat rolling off his own shoulders now. 


Axl was crying his name out like a mantra now, not caring if the neighbors heard. He clenched and fluttered 
around him, he'd stopped moving in time to Izzy's thrust, now just letting him hammer inside of him. He cried 
his name out again as he came, hard. Izzy felt the muscles in Axl's stomach contract against his hand, 
cumming as Izzy still worked inside him. He came all over his hand, his own stomach and their sheets. Izzy was 
not far behind, thrusting one last time as Axl lay still beneath him. He groaned out, his seed completely filling 
him, running down the backs of his thighs. Izzy stilled for a moment, catching his breath and pulling out as he 
began to go soft. He pressed light kisses up Axl's back, rolling him over to face him. Axl's face was a mess, 
completely flushed with a mixture of tears and what looked like drool. Izzy smiled as he watched him ran a 
hand over his face; now that was the sign of a good fuck. 


"You alright darlin?" 


Axl nodded at him, eyes still vacant. Izzy rolled to his side, leaned to the floor for his pants and dug out his 
cigarettes. He lit one for Axl and then himself. They smoked in silence, both completely spent. He could tell Axl 
was about to nod off, gave his shoulder a slight nudge. 


"Take a shower before you fall asleep." 


Izzy reluctantly moved himself from the bed, stretching as he did so. He stepped into his pants, ignoring the 
shirt for now. He wished he could fall asleep with him as they used to at their old apartment, but they lived 
with bandmates now and was not something they could do often. Axl still lay in the bed, not moving. Izzy walked 
to his side, playfully dragged him up by his arm. 


"Really? You sure wanted to be first earlier. Go on, I'll find you some other sheets." 
He kissed him again as he walked by, Axl still quiet from being thoroughly fucked. Izzy stripped the sheets off 


the bed, hoping they had another clean set. If not, he'd give him the ones off his bed. He knew he spoiled him, 
babied him beyond belief. But he couldn't help it, he loved his little drama queen 


